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	1. Chapter 1

He came to Diana in a dream, asking for a favor. She had never seen a god so distraught.  
>"I wish to ask something of you," he said, draped in black and purple robes.<p>

"And what may that be, my Lord Hades?" she asked politely.

"I know that I am not one to often sire demigods, however… things happen," Diana nodded. "The thing is my children are no more welcome on Mount Olympus than I am, and though Persephone is understanding and I can trust her to not take her anger with me out on the child," ('unlike some goddesses' he implied with a frown,) "The Underworld is no place to be raised. I would like to not have to have her join Artemis and her hunt unless it is her personal decision, but as of now I have no other safe options for her. I wish to ask you, if you could be her other option." He paused, as if afraid Diana would refuse him outright. When she did not, he continued. "Her mother died, or, was killed, rather unfortunately, last week, and her grandparents refused her. Her mother, Mirja, was a powerful sorceress, her own mother's parents being both Hekate and a man of the old Norse blood though her powers lay dormant to this day, and Mirja's father is unknowingly from the Celtic realm. Sigrid, my daughter, though she does not know it, is magic, and I fear that with the events of late she will unleash something by accident if she is not put somewhere safe and supportive."

"May I ask, Lord Hades, how Sigrid doesn't know she is magic? Did her mother hide her own powers from her?"

"That is...complicated…" the Lord of The Dead grimaced. "Are you familiar with my daughter Melinoë?"

"Not entirely, no."

"Well, she and Sigrid were made… similarly."

Diana raised her eyebrows.

"During the first ten years of our marriage I would not be in the best of moods when Persephone had to return to the surface. I would imagine what our child would look like if we had one to try and cheer myself up, I suppose, and eventually due to my powers she took shape into reality."

"And the same thing happened with Sigrid?"

"Yes, but it was more of a effort on Mirja's part to be honest. We had been together for twelve years already, and she understood that I didn't want anything more than an emotional relationship while Persephone had her time with her mother, but Mirja had always wanted a child of her own, and subconsciously her powers seemed to decide to make that happen. Her ideas of what our child would be like wrapped themselves in her magic combined with mine and my own magic, and we were woken up to the screams of a child. Sigrid knows nothing of this of course, because we were concerned that the knowledge would affect her negatively, on top of her knowing that she was a demigod. There have been… complications, due to her technical physiology however she has yet to become aware of them."

"What are those complications?"

"She recovers from fatal injuries, things that would kill even a demigod. Her being is magic that has constructed a living physical form due to the belief that it is mortal, however when it comes to true mortality, it heals itself like a god. Her soul is not something that can be reaped."

"How old is she?"

"Sigrid is fourteen."

"I am sure the Justice League and I will train her well."

"You will take her?"

"Yes. We have a team of young heroes with the League, I am sure that she will be able to become adjusted."

"Does this mean you will be adopting her, or your team will?"

"I unfortunately do not have a guest bedroom, however there is space at one of the League's locations with others living there as well, if you believe that would be a good alternative. I would be available to her and check in regularly of course."

"I will trust your judgment on that call. The paperwork will be on your nightstand, along with a folder of all of her legal documents. I have already gotten her American Citizenship." With that almost contextless statement, he removed a coin from a pocket in his robes. It was silver, with a throne decorated with bones and veins of metals on one side, and a throne decorated with flowers and pomegranate trees on the other. "If ever you are in need of a favor, bury it, and you will have my aide."


	2. Chapter 2

Diana's cousin was at the door promptly at eleven am, with two suitcases and a backpack. She was a pale girl, with a blotchy pink flush and blue veins showing through her lack of pigment. Her eyes were a startling purple hue, with the intensity and depth of polished sugilite under her long, wavy, obsidian hair and thick, brow reaching bangs. She wore a loose, black tank top and jean shorts. Around her neck hung three necklaces. One on a silver chain with a pendent shaped like a double headed war axe, the other two both on black cords. The one hanging just below the round collar of her shirt had a double pointed obelisk cut moonstone pendant, and the one hanging an inch and a half below that was a silver witches pentagram. When she tucked her hair behind her ear Diana saw that she had silver bracelets with stone beads of various types, as well as three ear piercings; two in the lobe and one in the mid cartilage. She also wore a silver pentagram ring on her right ring finger, next to a skull ring on her middle that Diana assumed would have come from the girl's father.

"H-hi." she said in an almost whisper when Diana opened her front door with a smile. She had looked at the legal documents her uncle had left, and understood both the foreign sounding name and why he had made a point to tell her his daughter now had American Citizenship. Her 'birth' certificate was from Finland, for Sigrid Iida Säde Mustonen on July 6, 1996.

"Hello Sigrid, it's nice to meet you." Diana greeted, " I don't have a guest room for you, unfortunately, but have a place where you can stay with a couple other people your age." She led the girl to where her room would be.

Sigrid shrugged, and put down her bags.

"I'm sorry you can't stay here with me, but I'll be there regularly."

"It's fine." Sigrid said quietly. Diana nodded, and left the girl to adjust to her surroundings.

And hour later Sigrid had eaten a sandwich and agreed to zeta tube to the Cave to meet Batman, Superman, Black Canary, and the resident team, as well as put things in her new room.

It was a Saturday, and at Black Canary's request due to the newcomer, they were in various parts of the rec room. The two gothamites were on the couches doing homework, Artemis occasionally asking Robin to check her work over on her math problems. Superboy, M'gann, Kaldur, and Kid Flash were in the kitchen, waiting for a batch of M'gann's improving cookies to cool.

_Recognised, Wonder Woman 03. Unrecognised Persona Overridden by Wonder Woman 03._

When the two were announced by the computer they all watched Wonder Woman and the girl she had brought with her. Black Canary, Batman, and Superman entered the space from an adjacent room, and Robin looked at his mentor for an explanation for the newcomer. The explanation didn't need to come from him.

"Everyone," Wonder Woman said, capturing their attention and diverting it to the girl who had angled herself slightly behind the broad shouldered woman, "I would like you to meet my cousin, Sigrid Mustonen. She will be living here from now on."

"Seagreed?" Wally asked with a third of a still cooling cookie in his cheek before he was fixed with a stern look from Kaldur.

"Wait, how are you cousins, she looks way younger than you." Artemis noted, "Not that you like, look old, but she looks Rob's age."

"She's fourteen." Wonder Woman answered.

"Well, it's nice to meet you Sigrid," Black Canary said, holding out her hand with a smile. Sigrid put down one of her bags and took it nervously, with an anxious half-smile that didn't go unnoticed by the adults.

Said adults went to go talk together in another room so that Diana could relay her agreement with Hades in more detail, and Sigrid was left alone with the team.

"So how are you related to Wonder Woman? Are you an Amazon?" Robin asked, flipping his folder closed.

"I believe that it would be polite to introduce ourselves before we start to pester her with questions." Kalder stated, saving Sigrid from answering the awkward question. "I am Kaldur'ahm, nice to meet you Sigrid."

"Sorry, I'm Robin."

"Artemis."

"Name's Kid Flash, beautiful." He said with a smile and a wink, making Sigrid flush a pinker hue as Artemis glared daggers at him, knowing that her boyfriend was only joking.

"I'm Megan, it's nice to meet you!"

"Superboy or Conner," he stated simply.

"It is nice… to meet you all… also." Sigrid said quietly, nervously twisting her pentacle ring and looking at the floor, her arm purposefully hiding the one hanging around her neck, suddenly regretting the decision to wear the symbol of her religion in front of strangers.

"You don't have to be so anxious you know," M'gann said, trying to console her and floating over with a cookie.

"Kiitokset." Sigrid murmured, taking the cookie before going rigid, "I-I-I mean, thanks."

"English isn't your first language is it?" Robin chuckled, "It's fine, it's not mine either."

His teammates minus Wally looked at him curiously.

"What was your first language?" Artemis asked.

"Romani."

"Huh."

"What languages do you know?" Robin asked Sigrid.

"My first were Soumi, er, F-Finnish, sorry…"

"You have no need to feel ashamed when you are still learning." Kaldur told her, and she took a deep breath.

"My first two were Finnish and… Swedish, then I learned German and English. My mom talked to me in English when I was still learning my first two, but I didn't start, really learning, until two, years ago."

"Where were you born?" Wally asked, amazed.

"Kotka, Finland, not far from the capitol."

"What are you doing in America then?"

"My grandparents didn't want me, and I can't stay with my father, so he trusted his niece and the team with me." She was back to fiddling with her ring.

"I thought you mentioned you had a mother, what happened to her?" Conner asked.

Robin noticed the shift immediately, but it helped that he had already assumed the worst case scenario. He stood up. Her hands froze in place, and her shoulders tensed. She clenched her jaw and pushed her hands harder together to try and stop them from shaking.

"I-i-is there a-a bathroom?"

"Yeah, it's down the hall, I'll show you." He said quietly, leading her away, "There's a lot of doors in this place so it's pretty easy to get lost." Robin hoped he could manage to distract her from whatever had happened to her mom with idle chit chat but it didn't seem to be helping so he walked faster.

She closed the door and almost as soon he heard the clink of the toilet seat going up he heard her retching before the cookie M'gann had given her and then probably lunch had vacated the premises.

She washed her hands for a long time.

"You okay?" Robin asked as they made their way back to the rec room. He knew it was a stupid question from experience but it still felt nice knowing that someone cared enough to ask, so he asked it anyway.

"No." Sigrid replied bluntly.

"_At least she's honest,"_ he thought to himself.

"Do you want to talk about it?"

"No."

A few steps echoed in the silence.

"Black Canary will probably ask. It's her role to do therapy sessions." When Sigrid looked at him with wide, seemingly panicked eyes he continued hurriedly, "She won't make you talk about anything you really don't want to though," she let out a deep breath, "but sometimes it's best if you do anyway."

"I don't want to."

"I'm sure she'll say it's fine then."

"Are you sure?"

"Well, no, I don't really know your situation, but she isn't the type to make people talk, so you being unable to avoid talking about it is unlikely."

"Okay."

"Do you want to take a detour? I can show you around the cave for a bit before we get back to the others, since you'll be living here and everything." Robin asked suddenly, and stopped walking.

"Would they not notice us being gone too long?"

"They probably will, but it's fine."

"...Are you sure?"

"Positive."

"What?"

"It's like yes."

"Oh…?"

"In this context it meant yes."

"Oh."

"Negative can also be no."

"All of these english phrases that make no sense translated literally will be the death of me." Sigrid exclaimed, pressing her palms to her eyes in frustration, and Robin snickered. After a few seconds the two teenagers were just standing in the hallway laughing together. When it died down Sigrid had tears in her eyes. She hadn't laughed in a long time. Sigrid hugged Robin from behind.

"Thanks," she whispered.

The team stared at Conner shortly after Robin and Sigrid had left.

"What?" he asked.

"I believe her mother is dead Conner." Kaldur stated.

"Oh."

"Why did Robin go to the bathroom with her, it isn't even hard to find. It has a sign and everything." Conner then asked, since everyone seemed to have explanations today.

"He's used to it." Wally answered, then, realizing that that was a bit too telling, he elaborated in the wrong direction, "He works almost full time in Gotham, he's dealt with traumatized people before."

"What do you think happened?" M'gann asked.

"Something deadly?" Artemis replied, getting her a couple of glares she didn't notice as she worked through answering questions about data from yesterday's chemistry lab.

"So how do you think she's Wonder Woman's cousin? Like is it on her mom's side?" Wally asked.

"Whose mothers side?" Kaldur asked.

"Wonder Woman's."

"I do not believe she had any aunts."

"So it would have to be an Olympian then right?"

"Yes."

"Well it wouldn't be Zeus because then they'd be sisters or something," Artemis piped in, "and it can't be like, a child of Zeus like because they would be… something weird."

"So it would have to be one of the other five." Wally concluded.

"Yeah. We can scratch off Hera because she doesn't cheat, unlike her husband, and we can scratch off Hestia because she's one of the virgin goddesses. That leaves Poseidon, Demeter or Hades."

"Wow Arty, you really payed attention in Freshman English didn't you?" Wally joked.

"Shut up Baywatch. Anyway, Hades seems pretty unlikely since he doesn't leave the Underworld ever, and she doesn't look anything like Demeter. She could be a daughter of Poseidon."

"Wait, so who is he?" Conner asked.

"Poseidon is the supreme ruler of the Oceans and all of its life. He also controlled sea based disasters and can cause earthquakes." Artemis explained.

"Encyclopedia Art over here." Wally joked again as Conner nodded in understanding.

"Well _excuuuuuse me_ for being knowledgeable about the mythic culture the goddess I'm literally _named after _is from."

"Wait your named after a goddess?" Conner asked.

"Yeah," Wally started, cutting off the girl in question as she opened her mouth to answer, "Artemis, daughter of Zeus, Goddess of the Moon and the Hunt."

"She has her own group of exclusively female hunters she works with because she's another one of the goddesses that never wanted to marry and/or have kids." Artemis added, shooting a glare at the speedster.

"Even though she's the goddess of childbirth." Wally joked.

"She's a like midwife Baywatch you don't have to have gone through it yourself in order to be one of those."

He shrugged.

"Where are Robin and Sigrin? It's been far longer than just a bathroom break…" M'gann noted.

"He's probably socializing with the new girl without us." Wally huffed in a kidding manner.

"Watch your back, she might replace you in status as his best friend." Connor teased, and Wally looked at him in surprise.

_Recognised, Zatanna, A03._

"Look who it is, come to join the welcome party?" Artemis asked the girl who just materialized in civies with a duffle bag over her shoulder.

"Welcome party?" Zatanna questioned, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear.

"Yeah," Wally confirmed, "Where were you anyway?"

"Sleepover with some school friends, and who are we welcoming? Did we get a new teammate?"

"We don't know if she is exactly going to be on the team as of yet, but she is going to be living here with you, M'gann and Conner from now on." Kaldur told, "Her name is Sigrid."

Just then Sigrid and Robin walked back into the rec room.

"Hey Zee, back already?" Robin asked.

"Yeah, why? Didn't you miss me?" His girlfriend teased, pecking him on the lips in greeting.

" 'Course I missed you," he blushed, "Just didn't expect you back before dinner when you have time to hang out with your other group of friends."

"Oh please, I can only listen to Abigail rant about the ludicrousy of love triangles in young adult literature for so long."

Robin snorted, and Zatanna continued, quoting her friend, "'It's the literal apocalypse, as far as Maslow's Hierarchy of needs is concerned they can't even afford to be worrying about personal relationships when the bottom tier of basic human needs isn't even stable! Besides! They could totally both date her! It's the freaking _apocalypse_! The only people who are around to judge have better shit to worry about!'" They were both laughing, the team looking on in mixed confusion and amusement, "It went on _forever._ Like she totally has a point but _still_."

"I assume you had fun then?"

"It was great. We made a blanket fort in the living room and Naomi kicked everyone's butts at chess as usual. Then we sat on the roof and watched the sun rise because we were all too tired to do anything else but too sugar high still to fall asleep."

"What did you eat?"

Zatarra grimaced.

"Collectively we finished a large stuffed pizza, a gallon bucket thing of rainbow sherbert, and a lot of assorted tiny chocolate bars."

"Dude."

"I know."

"And Ashton convinced you to let her tattoo you as well?" Robin asked, looking down as the intricate design of flowering vines peaking out from under his girlfriend's long sleeves.

"Oh, yeah, that happened too, don't worry it's washable marker," she said, rolling it up to show an extremely detailed garden design encircling her entire arm. "She used sharpie for Abigail's and sealed it with hairspray and baby powder but she's the one who actually _wants_ tattoo's when she's older so…"

Robin chuckled.

"So, you're Sigrid?" Zatanna asked, turning to the new girl and looking at her curiously.

"Yes, I am."

"Nice to meet you, I'm Zatanna Zatara. Who brought you here?"

"Wonder Woman. We are cousins."

Zatanna frowned slightly.

"Are you a sorceress?" She asked suddenly.

"Um… I am not sure I am skilled enough to have that title, but I can enchant things, why?" Sigrid asked nervously.

"You have wards… on everything." Zatanna stated, eyeing Sigrid's jewelry.

"Oh, yeah, my mom was a bit overprotective…" she blushed, running a hand through her hair and unsettling her bangs.

"What does that first necklace do? It has an enchantment instead of a ward."

"Oh… umm… it just…." Her hand went quickly to the axe pendant, and Zatanna raised her eyebrows, the rest of the team now also wondering what it did. "It's… probably best… if I just showed you."

Sigrid unclasped the necklace and let the pendant slide down the chain to the clasp. When it reached it it glowed and expanded until it was a wicked sharp, ink black hand axe with details in silver. The room seemed to grow chilly at the sight of it.

"My father gave it to me."

"Who's your father?" Robin asked, surprised.

"Poseidon, right?" Conner interjected when Sigrid froze with wide eyes. She spun around to look at him, betrayal on her face. "What?" He asked.

"What do you mean, 'Poseidon, right?'?" She asked defensively.

"We figured it out when you and Robin left. Did we get it wrong?"

"We cancelled out Olympian until it was either Demeter or Poseidon, since you and Wonder Woman are cousins. Poseidon came out on top." Artemis explained to the stoney faced girl.

"Wait, Poseidon? Really?" Robin asked, bewildered, "Isn't he the sea god?"

"Yes, he is." Sigrid retorted icily with a bat family esque glare.

"So, we were correct with our assumption?" M'gann asked. Sigrid sighed and closed her eyes, turning towards the hallway.

"I do not take kindly to people talking about me behind my back." She said monotonously, walking away from them.

"We did not intend it that way." Kaldur spoke, hoping to diffuse the situation, but she continued walking, leaving the team and the rec room behind.

"Poseidon? Are you sure?" Robin asked the team.

"Well, she didn't deny it." Artemis countered.

"We should probably stop talking about her behind her back guys, she's already upset with us for the first time." Wally put in, and Artemis nodded.

Before the conversation could continue, the adults adjourned their meeting and joined the team in the rec room to tell them what had been decided.

"Where is Sigrid?" Wonder Woman asked, looking around the expansive room for her charge.

"She stormed off." Conner stated.

"Why?" She asked sternly.

The team exchanged nervous glances with one another under the aggressive gaze of the amazonian.

"A few of us tried to guess who her second parent was in order for her to be related to you while Robin was showing her where the bathroom was," Artemis confessed before Kaldur, who hadn't been a part of the conversation, said anything, "She didn't like that we had been talking about her, and left."

"She did not tell you herself?" Black Canary asked.

"She seemed to avoid it." Robin said, and she nodded in concern.

"Who did you guess?" Asked Superman, curious.

"They guessed Poseidon, but Sigrid neither confirmed nor denied the assumption." Kaldur informed, "Did they guess correctly?"

"If Sigrid does not wish to disclose her heritage, I will not do it for her." Wonder Woman said sternly. "Now I suggest that you all find and apologies to her."

"I'll check the security to see if she's left the cave or not." Robin said, activating his wrist computer. "She left through the front door. We should be able to catch up to her."

"Let us go then." Kaldur responded, and the team got up to chase after her.

By the time they got out of the cave she was standing at the edge of a grassy cliff over the water, looking out onto the ocean.

"Sigrid, I'm sorry we were talking about you and tried to guess who your father was, it was none of our business and we shouldn't have done it." Artemis said, walking up behind her.

Sigrid didn't turn around until half a minute later, frantically pushing Artemis away from the cliff as a large wave sprayed up above the rocks. Artemis landed three feet away, and Sigrid spun back around, hand axe flashing dangerously.

"Get away," she growled to the team menacingly, squaring herself between the team and the edge of a cliff.

"Hey, what's your problem?" Wally shouted, helping his girlfriend to her feet, "We're apologising!"

Just then a creature, almost like a giraffe if giraffes were bigger and covered in grey green scales and had teeth like knives that dripped acidic poison from six, deadly heads, clearly nothing like real regular giraffes, rose from the sea. The team stepped back, startled, but Sigrid readied her weapon.

"You need to go, NOW!" She yelled, hitting one head away with the flat of her blades when it lunged, it's drool eating away the grass where it landed into a chemical steam.

"We are not leaving you to fight this alone." Kaldur responded, activating his water-bearers.

"Wally, go back to the cave and get the adults and my bow, and ask if there's a flamethrower." Artemis told her boyfriend, and he was gone, nothing but dust trailing after him as she got into a defensive stance, prepared to dodge whatever she had to until she was armed, Robin doing the same.

"No!" Sigrid screamed, a red light pulsing from her and knocking them all back, their shadows bending the wrong ways and around them until they were cocooned and trapped in steel hard blackness. Before long the adults were running to the cliff, shock evident. Sigrid's hand axe deflected another lunging head, and she wished she had a polearm. The weapon responded in kind to her need, glowing red as it unfolded from itself as though it was segmented, plates of cold black metal locking back into place until she held a halberd. Dodging several striking heads, she took notice of the adults coming her way and became angry. They were going to get themselves killed because of her if she didn't get rid of this monster before they got to the cliff. How dare it attack her, endanger the people she had only just met, endanger the only possibility of family and a semi normal existence she had left. The anger coursed through her like the acid dripping from the maws of the six headed beast, and she leaped at one, landing on it's head and bringing the axe down into the skull of the snake, it's skin boiled under the black flames emanating from her down to the blade. The six heads shrieked and writhed as the burning blackness radiated throughout it's body, even after Sigrid had wrenched her weapon from it and jumped away. It slowly disintegrated until it fell back into the ocean, still burning, even under water, until not a scrap of flesh or bone remained. The adults didn't reach Sigrid or the obsidian-esque crystals Wally was trying to free the team from until the monster was gone. When Batman, Black Canary and Superman looked at Wonder Woman, all they saw on her face was shock and fear before she rushed over to the girl she had been trusted with as she collapsed. As Wonder Woman picked her up the hardened shadows melted, and went back to their proper places behind the people who cast them.

"What was that?" Batman asked after looking to make sure Robin and the team were alright.

"She holds more power than I suspected." She whispered, creases of worry on her forehead.

"What does that mean?" Black Canary questioned.

"It means she will face more hardship by her heritage than most who are like the two of us, and we will need to protect her from as much of it possible."


	3. Chapter 3

"So, what was that she did?" Robin asked, the team once again assembled in the rec room while Black Canary and Wonder Woman were in the med bay with Sigrid to make sure her vitals were stable and that she had not sustained any injuries during the fight.

"We don't know. We were hoping the six of you could give us answers on that." His mentor answered.

"The attack happened when Artemis apologized for what happened. When we did not run from the Hydra as Sigrid told us to, she knocked us back somehow, and encased us in something." Kaldur relayed, "I for one could not see out to what was going on until it was gone and everything had finished."

"That 'something' you were encased in," Wonder Woman said as she entered the room with Black Canary, "was your own shadow. She manipulated them into shields to protect you all, it seems. They dissolved and returned to normal when she became unconscious from the exertion."

"Will she be alright?" M'gann asked, concern clear on her face as any other emotion.

"We're sure she'll be fine." Black Canary assured, and the Martian relaxed.

"Yeah, but how was she able to do that? Control shadows I mean?" Artemis asked.

"Demigods inherit powers from their parents." Wonder Woman explained, "My own power of flight comes from my father Zeus. Sigrid's ability to control shadows to an extent is due to her own father's abilities as well."

"And what about that other thing? It disintegrated that monster like it was nothing!" Superman exclaimed, and Wonder Woman sighed.

"That, was black hell fire." She paused as the team looked at one another, bewildered, "It painfully destroys whatever or whoever is in its path, and is even capable of inflicting damage to spirits and one's soul if the user is experienced or exceptionally careless. We are fortunate that it died out when she no longer had the energy to sustain it. If it had continued with her not conscious to control it we would have had a city wide disaster on our hands in minutes."

"Wait wait wait, so who would her parent have to be in order for _those_ to be her powers? That's just plain dangerous!" Wally cried out, earning him a sharp glare.

"Once again, she has good reason to not wish to tell you her heritage, and whether you figure it out or not doesn't matter. She is here because she needs help and safety, and that is what I have promised. I expect only the best from the six of you. Do not ask about her past or her family unless she is willing to give the information. We ourselves are not sure what she has been through, and she is not going to open up about it until she is comfortable. Understood?"

She was answered with a chorus of yesses, and nodded.

"She will be in the room between M'gann and Conner once she is out of the infirmary." With that, Wonder Woman picked up Sigrid's luggage and left, taking them to the girl's new room. The other three adults said their goodbyes and parted to places either within the cave or through the zeta tubes, and the team was left alone again.

"Well, summer break is going to be interesting." Wally commented, putting an arm around his girlfriend's shoulder, glad that she wasn't trapped in her own shadow anymore.

"Yeah, once it gets here." she replied, leaning her head into his neck as the others, minus Kaldur who did not go to school, nodded in agreement.

"So what will we do when she wakes up?" M'gann asked.

"Congratulate her on defeating the monster?" Conner suggested.

"Perhaps we should thank her for shielding us all. Even if we would have been able to help her, she only wished to defend us." Kaldur commented.

"It's the thought that counts." Robin added, trying to lighten the serious mood left behind by the adults.

"Indeed." Kaldur agreed.

Ten minutes later Sigrid walked in, gauze pads taped to her knees, and one on her arm.

"Hey." Robin greeted casually."

"Hi."

"You okay?"

"I am fine." She said briskly, eyes traveling around to them all. He could tell she was checking them all for injuries.

"So a sea monster, huh?" Wally asked, "You deal with that kind of thing often?"

"Often enough" she said vaguely.

Then Black Canary entered the room.

"Sigrid, I'm glad to see you're alright. Could you come with me please? I'd like to talk to you."

Sigrid made eye contact with Robin again, and after him giving her a barely noticeable nod, she sighed and followed the woman to the waterfall room, where all her sessions were held. The two sat across from one another in the green chairs, Black Canary's face soft, and Sigrid's stone.

"How much do you know about your family?" Black Canary asked, and Sigrid sighed again, bouncing her right leg.

"My father is Hades, Lord of the Dead. My mother is Mirja Mustonen. My... grandparents are the Titans Rhea and Cronos, and the... mortals Hilja and Conrí Mustonen. My only extended family is on my father's side. My half sister by him is Melinoë, and my... adopted sister, daughter of his wife Persephone, is Makaria. They are both goddesses. I have no other siblings."

"What's your relationship with them?"

"Who?"

"Any of them."

"Well, I don't know Rhea, but dad says nothing but good things about her, and Cronos is in bits in Tartarus where he belongs so I don't know him. Melinoë is… odd, but both her and Makaria don't like me much… because I'm only here because dad cheated on their mom. We all still talk though."

"What about your other grandparents?"

"They aren't family."

Black Canary raised her eyebrows at the blunt statement.

"So you consider half sisters who don't like the circumstances of your birth family but not your mother's parents?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"They thought Mirja was a disappointment… and she avoided them as much as possible. I met them after I was born, which was the first time she had seen them in 14 years… and then again when I was ten and we all met for a weekend… because my grandmother didn't think it was fair for Mirja to keep me from her like that… And then last week. They don't want me around either anyway."

"Why do you call your mother by her first name?"

"That's what all the adults called her."

"But you call your father 'dad', not Hades."

"She always called him my dad."

"Did she tell you about who he was?"

"Yeah."

"Has that ever made you feel alienated from other kids?"

"I don't understand."

"Has that made you feel… distanced, or isolated from other people your age."

Sigrid shrugged.

"I don't really talk... to people my age."

"Why not?"

She shrugged again, and looked at the floor, growing uncomfortable.

"I was… homeschooled… until I was eleven… because we moved around alot."

"Did you not have many friends?"

"Some."

"What are their names?"

"Mathis was nice. He had to move though… after my first year."

"Are there any people you miss from school now?"

"Kiarra, Matthieu... Sophia was alright."

"Do you like school?"

"No."

"Why not?"

"It takes me too long to do things and it annoys everyone."

"What kind of things?"

"Um… I'm not good with reading… or concentration."

"What's your best class?"

"Gym… or art."

"Are you involved in sports?"

Sigrid nodded.

"I've swam competitively since I was little, and I did archery, and I did gymnastics, and I did Longsword fighting as a sport."

"Longsword fighting?"

"Historical European Martial Arts. I worked with daggers and the basic… wrestling moves they teach you at the beginning also… but what I trained with most was the longsword… I did learn some polearms which is nice… with the whole halberd thing"

"Your mom really wanted you to know how to fight, didn't she?"

"Things like what happened earlier were not exactly uncommon, even before she had me to worry about."

"Do you want to talk about what happened to her?"

Sigrid's face paled to an extent that most would not believe possible and Black Canary backpedaled with haste.

"You don't have to if you don't want to of course-." But the damage was already done.

Sigrid quickly left the room, and Black Canary followed her.

"Sigrid please, we'll talk about something else."

"Do you know where my room is?"

"Yeah, of course. I'll take you."

They walked to the door, and when Sigrid opened it she stopped suddenly, making Black Canary look over the girl's head to see what was wrong. She looked at what she could see from the doorway in surprise. It didn't look like the regular rooms. Someone had changed the furniture, and painted the walls a cheery pastel yellow. It looked lived in and personal, with knick knacks and cd's on a large wooden bookshelf, a colorful floral quilted comforter on the four-poster bed, a low table with a cloth, candles, bowls, and other objects Black Canary couldn't name arranged on top of it carefully, and many other things. The air seemed to buzz with energy when they walked in. On the bedside table was a note written in bold, spaced out, capital letters, underlined, seemingly for even more emphasis. Sigrid picked it up and read it.

** , , E. L.**

** E,**

** R**

"Does he always write like that?" Black Canary asked.

"No," Sigrid responded, grinning, "He just knows it's easier for me to read when it's like this."

Black Canary took another look around the room. All of the furniture was a dark wood, the red tone of the stain going well with the yellow of the walls. Across from the bed that was on the right wall from the door was a desk with drawers, flanked by two bookshelves filled with CD cases, jars of shells, smooth grey stones, dried herbs, scraps of ribbons and fabric, and polished crystals. Above the desk was a cork board with twine on the top of it. Clipped to the twine with pastel painted clothes pins were photographs. A boy with brown hair in a red hoodie and jeans balanced on a rock at the edge of a creek; the picture taken from the opposite side of the water. The same boy hanging from the tree branch of a large oak with a blonde haired girl in a green long sleeved sweater sitting on the branch across from his, leaning against the trunk. Sigrid, looking a couple years younger, smiling with braced teeth between the girl and boy from the previous picture, they all have wildflowers in their hair. The boy smiling wide, outside in the fall; he had what looked like an all black, extra padded fencing mask tucked under his left arm, a steel broadsword casually held up leaning flat side against his heavily padded shoulder. Around his neck is a medal. The next picture is of Sigrid and a woman with eyes like the ocean and hair the gold of the setting sun. They're sitting on a bench under a flowering dogwood tree, smiling. Sigrid looks older than in the last picture she was in, but it still doesn't seem recent. The following photograph looks to be from the same time, of her and a brown haired, chestnut eyed girl in a classroom. The other girl's side swept bangs are dyed a royal blue, and she and Sigrid are wearing matching necklaces. The next picture features her as well. She's on a pool deck, hair in a wet braid. She's tan with a thick, athletic build compared to Sigrid's pale, bony athletic build. They stand next to one another, Sigrid's arm around the girl's waist and the girl's arm around her shoulder, Sigrid's head coming only up to the girl's chin. They wear matching black swimsuits with thick royal blue straps, both of them holding blue caps and a pair of goggles. The last picture is of the two of them again in what looks like a grassy schoolyard. The girl is carrying Sigrid on her back. They're both mid laughter, but the picture is crisp and without any blur. Pinned to the cork board are a few things, among which is a small piece of paper with a metal trash can drawn on it in pencil. Underneath it are the words "I drew you" in english, with a winking smiley face next to them. In the corner of the page it says "from Laura, Sept. 2010 3".

On the desk is a jar of colored pens, a sketch book, what looks like it may be a journal, and a laptop. Next to the jar of pencils are three framed photographs. One is of Sigrid on a couch, held in between the gold haired woman and a man with long curly black hair and a crisp lined beard. It looks like a family portrait. The picture next to that is of Sigrid, the two girls, and a black haired boy that isn't in any of the pictures from the same time the first three hanging pictures were taken. They all sit on the steps leading up to someone's house, and it seems to be fall. The last picture is of the brown haired girl, and looks like one of the most recent. She's sitting in a patch of sun in a field of wildflowers wearing jean shorts and a flowy cotton blouse. Her hair is braided with flowers into complex knots, and the light shines off of her smiling face.

Pulling her eyes away from the pictures Black Canary looks at the rest of the room. Next to the bed, in the opposite side of where the nightstand is, is a dresser with a mirror over it, and a large wardrobe, where Sigrid is standing now. On the other side of the dresser was a low table with a white cloth, and incense burner, and several other things. On the other side of the bed next to the nightstand is a wooden rocking chair with a blue blanket folded over the top of it, and a plastic box next to it. On the nightstand is a lamp, a digital alarm clock, and empty candle holder, and a white vase of dried but still fragrant lavender. On the wall across from the door was a window, and under it was a small end table with what looked like herbs in little pots. One was a small rosemary bush, another was basil, she also recognised mint and oregano. The silvery plant she didn't recognise. A second end table held a larger pot of just lavender.

When she heard the wardrobe door be opened Black Canary turned to see that there were three swords hanging on the inside of the door, a wooden one, a synthetic one, and a true steel one, though that one had a dull edge and was currently sheathed. There was also a wooden pole with a rubber polehammer head. Sigrid noticed Black Canary staring and grinned.

"I told you I did European martial arts."

"Yeah, you did."

She could also see the shape of a guitar case behind the sparring gear hanging in the right side of the wardrobe.

"Do you play an instrument?" She asked, nodding towards the case.

"Yes, Acoustic guitar."

"How long have you played?"

"Four years."

"Do you have any other hobbies?"

"I, uh… I knit… and do art"

"Cool. How long have you been knitting?"

"Two years. I made that blanket." She said, pointing to the blanket on the rocking chair.

"You like a lot of physical activities?"

"Yeah."

"Who are the people in the photographs?" Black Canary asked after a moment of silence where Sigrid closed the door of the wardrobe and she walked back over to the desk. Sigrid walked to her and pointed to people.

"That's Matthieu in the red...sweater, and that's him and Kiarra in the tree, and then the three of us together. We were eleven. That's Matthieu again, he won a competition in class. That's me and Mirja, I was 12." She pauses at the girl with the blue fringe. "That's Laura. We're thirteen in that last one."

"You didn't mention her like you did Kiarra and Matthieu. Are you still friends?"

"That one's dad and me and Mirja," Sigrid continued, quickly avoiding the question and pointing at the framed family picture. "And the black haired boy in this one is Mathis. We took that one before he moved at the end of the school year." Black Canary decided to not pursue the issue.

"Well, it was nice getting to know you Sigrid." She said instead, "Do you want to go back and be with the team?"

"Y-yeah, hold on," Sigrid said, going to the plastic box by the rocking chair and taking out a ball of yarn attached to the makings of a hopeful green sock. "I like having something to do with my hands…"

Black Canary grinned, and Sigrid seemed to relax at that.

Maybe her second meeting with the team would go better than the first.
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Everyone was back to the positions they had been in before, three in the kitchen, three now on the couches with Zatanna, doing homework, when Sigrid joined them again.

"How was your talk with Black Canary?" Robin asked when she sat down on the couch with them.

"It was fine. She showed me where my bedroom was." She replied, starting a new row and changing the position of the plastic stitch marker so that it was in the new loop she had just made.

"What do you think?"

"My dad decided to move everything here... from my old room, so I don't know what it's supposed to look like." She chuckled.

"That's thoughtful of him." Artemis commented.

"Yes."

"What's he like?" She asked, stalling her pencil.

"He is nice. Really hard working, but… he tries to be at dinner… and we would talk whenever he went out with Mirja...when I was smaller… because he'd come early… on purpose. He is good at listening, even if… he isn't familiar with... what I'm talking about."

"Sounds like a good dad."

Sigrid nodded.

"What about your parents?"

"My dad's an assassin with the League of Shadows, and my mom's retired from the same line of work."

"Oh."

The only sounds left in the room were quiet conversations coming from the kitchen, the scratching of pencils on paper, and the soft clicking of Sigrid's wooden needles. Eventually it became late, and the non-residents left, leaving Sigrid to her first night at the cave.

Conner woke to a scream.

M'gann woke to pure terror.

The couple found themselves standing outside of their new house mate's room, unsure whether or not it was really their place to go in.

After he heard another strangled cry, and she felt another wave of panic, they opened the door and rushed to either sides of the bed.

"Sigrid, wake up!" M'gann pleaded, shaking the girl's shoulder. She bolted awake, her forehead knocking into Conner's face with how quickly she sat up. Sigrid sniffed, the two both rubbing at the places of impact, and she tried to hide the fact that she was crying.

"Why are you here?" She asked, wiping at her eyes.

"You woke us up." Conner replied, and she looked at him surprised.

"How?"

"I heard you scream."

"I could feel that you were afraid."

Sigrid sighed heavily in annoyance.

"Are you alright?" M'gann asked, "Do you want to talk to Black Canary?"

"I'm fine. There is no need to bother her at this hour." She responded, glancing at the clock that showed 4:23 in bright red numbers.

"Do you want to talk about it with us?"

"I don't need to talk about anything," she retorted sternly.

"But you screamed." Conner said with a frown.

"It's fine."

"Are you sure?" M'gann asked, not willing to put down the issue so easily when she could feel the turmoil of fear, regret and anger rolling off of the girl in waves.

"It's fine." Sigrid reiterated sternly, "The two of you should go back to bed."

"If you want to talk about it, you can just come to my room." The Martian said with concern in her voice, lingering in the doorway before she and her boyfriend left the demigod to herself.

When they were in their separate rooms, she initiated a psychic link between the two of them.

"_I'm worried about her, Conner."_

"_Did you see something by accident?"_

"_No, but,"_ she sighed, "_she's afraid, and I think she feels like whatever happened was her fault. I don't know, there was so much at once…"_

"_Hold on, I don't think she's going back to sleep."_

"_What do you mean?"_

"_I can hear her moving around."_ A pause. "_She left her room."_

"_Wait, why would she do that?"_

"_I don't know, maybe we should follow her."_

"_Well, I could just-"_

"_No."_

"_Like following her is that much better?"_

"_I think it's definitely easier to explain, at the very least. Come on, she won't notice us at the distance she's at now."_

M'gann sighed and exited her room, following her boyfriend quietly through the halls of the cave until they were near the gym.

"_Early morning workout?"_ She suggested, and he shook his head. They followed her until they were in the doorway to the pool deck.

"_Okay, I've heard that the swim team practices early but I don't think it's as bad as four thirty in the morning early." _She half-joked as they watched Sigrid dive gracefully off of the starting block, breaking out into butterfly when she surfaced about halfway down the pool.

"_I guess you'd know more about that than I would."_

"_Cheer team goes to everything!"_

"_What's she doing?"_ He asked when, after four laps, Sigrid transitioned to backstroke.

"_Umm… I think it's the one event where they do all four strokes, I don't remember what it was called. Medley maybe? I think that was when there's more than one person swimming though. So much happens during meets it's hard to remember what everything is called. It might have been IM? I can't think of anything else IM would be…."_

"_Why don't you just ask her later?"_

"_I don't think she'd like us following her Conner. We should probably go"_

"_Alright. As long as we know where she is."_

At seven thirty in the morning Conner and M'gann woke and went into the kitchen for breakfast, where they found Sigrid, sitting at the island with a mug of coffee and a portable CD player. When she took off her headphones and passed Conner to refill her mug he could smell coconut from her waist length cloud of wavy, still drying hair.

"Good morning." She said, not looking at either of them.

"Good morning," M'gann replied. The following silence was tense before Sigrid broke it again.

"I know you both followed me."

"Hmm?" M'gann asked innocently, opening the fridge.

"I saw you both," the girl stated, "You cannot hide from me just because you are both in shadows."

"What's that supposed to mean?" Conner asked, "Do you have night vision or something?"

"Shadows conceal nothing from me."

With that cryptic statement, she took her mug and her CD player and left the room.

It was funny to her that the safe place Diana sent her to was underground. The stone under the walls hummed with protectiveness, knowing she was their daughter. She was safe underground, where her jealous uncles and who knows what else had no say. Where shadows hid her but hid nothing from her.

She opened her wardrobe fully. In it was the evidence of all of her hobbies. Knitting, wood carving (though she didn't want to look at that box right now, with its symbols and place for ash), her guitar, her paints, the swords hanging from the inside of the door, everything she liked doing. She felt no motivation to do any of it, but she knew she still had to practice. She reached past the clothing hanging in the back, hand stalling at a black velvet dress before she grabbed the padded armor necessary for what she was planning. Once she was suited up she took her steel longsword and a coal black figurine with her to the training room, where she spoke a command and watched the figure expand to a full sized opponent. It stood at the ready, also wielding a longsword, waiting for her to make the first move.

She sparred with it, countering each of it's moves as it learned from her, the sound of clashing metal eventually attracting the residents as well as Red Tornado, who had just come back from a solo mission. They watched her for several minutes, surprised at the fast paced movement and startled when two fighters began to use the half swording method; Sigrid bringing down the animated opponent by hooking it behind the neck with the guard several times before ending the session by getting behind it and pulling it backwards over her left thigh to the ground.

With that she looked at the people watching from the doorway and took off the protective headgear, showing her red face.

"Is watching the new person train part of initiation or something because this is becoming strange."

"You are quite skilled, Sigrid." Red Tornado stated.

"Thanks." she replied, the padded marionette like figure shrinking back down into her hand.

"I am Red Tornado, the team's caretaker. I apologise for not being here for your arrival."

"It's fine" She casually held the sword over her shoulder and walked back to her room where she put everything away and went to shower again, chastising herself for not thinking that aspect of training through before starting.

While Sigrid quickly showered Black Canary entered the cave, coming early to their scheduled training.

"Hey guys." she greeted, a chorus of hello's replying. "How'd everyone sleep?"

"Well" Zatanna replied, while M'gann and Conner exchanged looks.

"Did something happen? Conner? M'gann?"

"Well… we woke up Sigrid from a nightmare around four thirty, but she refused to talk about it." M'gann said.

"I think she just stayed up after that." Conner added, deciding not to tell of how they had followed her to the pool. Black Canary nodded solemnly.

Soon Robin, Artemis, Wally, and Kaldur showed up for training, and Black Canary invited Sigrid to join them or watch if she felt like it. She stood in the doorway of the training room and watched everyone practice their hand to hand combat, not engaging, just observing, despite Black Canary's attempts to get her to join them all.

"I already practiced today." was all she said, dismissing the invitation.

"Did you sleep well, Sigrid?" she asked when everyone was in the rec room, snacking and talking about summer plans.

"Yes." was her terse reply, clearly not willing to elaborate on anything.

Black Canary again nodded, and decided to drop the subject, leaving the team to try and get her to open up more as she left the teenagers in the room alone.

"We should go to the beach." Robin said suddenly.

"After what happened yesterday? Do you even have a swimsuit on you?" Artemis asked, raising an eyebrow.

"It'll be a bonding activity, besides, we don't have to actually go into the water. What do you think Sigrid? Sound like a good idea?"

"Sure." The girl replied, hiding her concern under a steel expression of light indifference.

Robin looked around at the others expectantly, and slowly they all nodded in agreement.

"We should tell Red Tornado of our plans before before we go out." Kaldur stated.

"Good idea, I'll get the sunscreen and towels." The boy rushed off

"I'll make a bag of snacks!" M'gann said, clapping her hands together and rushing to the kitchen.

Within half an hour they were at the beach at the base of the mountain with a picnic lunch assembled and other assorted beach-going paraphernalia. Sigrid was back in her swimsuit, covered by a floaty cream orange knee-length sundress with her hair in a milkmaid braid to keep it out of the way. Artemis wore a blue tank top and black pair of running shorts loaned to her by Zatanna, who was in a white one piece swimsuit. The girl's were all compacting sand into buckets to make a sand castle, while Sigrid wandered the shore and into the shallows of the water to look for shells and stones to decorate it with. The boys were in two teams, competing amongst themselves to make their own. Wally and Kaldur worked a few yards away from Robin and Conner, the four of them enjoying the good-natured competition. After about an hour they braked for an early lunch, sitting on towels under umbrellas. Once they deemed the castles completed, the girls, at Sigrid and Artemis's suggestion, voted that _their _castle was far better than either of the boys' castles, and thus _they_ won instead. After this they all played volleyball until having to go back inside before the sunscreen wore off and left the paler three team members with peeling skin.

It was a good sunday to kick off the last week of school.
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She was falling backwards, the landing of the fourth floor stairwell above her. A brown haired girl's scream rang in her ears, her hand reaching out to her falling companion before the grey and flickering person behind her kicked her forward over the rail. Pain shot up M'gann's back and she could taste the memory of blood in her mouth as she saw the other girl falling towards her, terrified.

She bolted awake. Conner's hand was on her shoulder, and he had a look of concern etched on his handsome face.

"Are you alright?" he asked as she wiped her eyes.

"We need to wake up Sigrid." she said in a choked whisper.

He nodded in understanding and they both went to the other girl's room to find her twisted in bedsheets, distress plain to see. They shook her awake, and she gasped, sitting up with tears streaking her face.

"Sigrid, are you alright?" Conner asked, M'gann still too shaken up to have a steady voice, but she didn't look at either of them. She was shaking, her breaths coming quick and shallow.

She didn't want to be there. She wanted them _away_ from her she wanted to be _gone_. She rolled over to the side of the bed they weren't on and stood up, pushing herself past them and into the corridor. When the couple tried to follow the distressed girl the shadow of the doorway solidified into a steel hard crystal like structure, and despite his best efforts, Conner could not break it. It didn't even weaken when M'gann turned the bedroom's lights on, the thing was so solidly in place. Feeling hopeless, M'gann turned away from the doorway, and her eye caught on a framed picture sitting on a desk. It was of the girl she had seen in Sigrid's nightmare. She was beautiful when she was smiling.

"So what did you see?" Conner asked, finally accepting the fact that they wouldn't be able to get out of the room.

"I was pushed backwards over the railing of a stair landing, and that girl was screaming." she said, pointing to the picture, "Then… some figure, I don't know what it was but it didn't really _look_ like a human, pushed her over it as well. You woke me up after I hit the stairs." They stood in silence. "Do you think… do you think that was a memory? Conner?"

"I don't know."

M'gann sighed and looked closer at all of the pictures on and around the desk. Everyone was smiling, they were all happy. Sigrid's smile didn't have the undertone of sadness in any of them the way it did the two times she had seen it today at the beach.

"These must be her friends," she said, pointing to the picture of them all sitting on the steps, "I wonder if they know what's going on."

"They would have to know some of it." Conner reasoned, "That her mother died and she's living with her dad's family at the very least is what they'd have to know."

"Probably, yeah. I wonder if she has grandparents."

"If she did she would probably be living with them instead of here."

"Do you think they're dead as well?"

"It's a possibility."

M'gann sighed sadly, and straightened the bedcovers so she could sit down.

"I hope she's okay," she said at last.

She wasn't in the cave anymore, that's all she could tell asides from the fact that it was raining. Tall brick apartment buildings loomed over her in the dreaded storm streaked sky, and she could tell from the air and the fact that she couldn't read the street signs that she must still be in America.

The darkness here was cold and unwelcoming, strange, like a dog that belongs to someone else and won't listen when you tell it to do things.

Soon she was soaked, barefoot, loose swim club shirt clinging uncomfortably to her back and running shorts doing nothing to keep what little leg they covered warm.

She didn't feel safe.

That did nothing to help her situation.

At least her clothes were dark and she could hide in the strange shadows of this weird foreign town. She could smell the salt of the ocean over pollution stirred up by the rain. Perhaps she wasn't as far from the cave as she had feared.

She decided to climb the fire escape of the building whose shadow she had materialized from to see if she could see the mountain in the distance. When she managed to get to the top of the five floor building she found that her view was obstructed by larger things. Annoyed, she jumped and climbed agily until she was ten stories above the street. Dismayed, she realized that she didn't recognise any of this area. The skyline wasn't what she had seen from the mountain, even if she tried to picture them both from different angles and match them up. There was no large gothic style clock tower anywhere in that places skyline.

She let out a shaky, tired sigh, and sat down. There was nothing else she could think to do.

"_May as well sit here for eternity not like they'll find me if I move places I'm fucked either way." _She thought "_gotta love panic attack triggered powers if only they had the sense to put me somewhere I've __**actually been before**_ _but it's not like I have any of my own common damn sense why should I expect my abilities to be graced with such a notion when their wielder has none of it herself." _She put her head in her hands. There were gunshots a few blocks away but she was too zoned out to care. "_Teleportation powers 10/10 would totally recommend if you find joy in being transported within a foreign country with a language you can barely read that's twice the size of the entire fucking continent you formerly lived your entire life on best experience had only when done alone without prior warning to you or the people who would possibly bother to look for you."_

She suddenly took her face out of her hands.

"I could literally just go to the fucking police." she muttered to herself. "_Gotta love ADHD making you miss crucial details to shit and waste time doing nothing because you couldn't think of anything else useful to do!"_ she thought as she stood back up and looked around at the street again.

"Now where the heck would the police station be?" she muttered, shortly before her ears picked up on sirens and her eyes caught sight of flashing lights several blocks away.

"_How delightfully convenient." _She thought monotonously as she used a large oak tree to get to the roof on the other side of the street. There she saw a familiar traffic light colored figure, crouching in the shadows with a grappling gun in his hand. He heard her land immediately, since she wasn't exactly discreet, and actually jumped when he recognised her.

"Sigrid?!" Robin exclaimed in an alarmed whisper, "What are you doing here?!"

"If if fucking knew that I'd tell you but my powers seem to do nothing but respond to panic and form half baked plans based around my non-existent sense of American geography so unfortunately you'll have to come up with that answer yourself I'm sure it'll be better than whatever shit I come up with to explain things."

He stared at her, shocked at her cynical tone of voice and for once quick rambling sentences, as if KF had suddenly developed a dark sense of humor and sarcastic outlook on life's events.

"How did you get here?"

"I just said I don't know!" She whispered, exasperated.

The boy wonder raised his eyebrows and nodded, pushing the button that would get him linked to Batman.

"What is it Robin?" his mentor asked over the comm.

"Uh, we have a situation of sorts…"

"What kind of situation?"

"Sigrid showed up."

"What?"

"She's just here now."

"How?"

"I don't think she really knows."

"Is she alright?"

"Possibly?"

"Are there any clear signs of injury?"

Robin looked at her.

"No." She answered.

"No." He repeated.

"I'm in the batmobile now, we'll take her to the nearest Zeta Tube."

"Okay."

Within a couple of minutes she was crammed in the bench seat snug behind the passenger side of the batmobile, glaring holes in the dark shaded window to the outside.

"Care to explain what happened?" The bat asked, trying to lessen the irritated tone in his voice but clearly failing when both teens in the car glared at him through the mirrors.

"You can't write an essay on a book you didn't read, sir."

"Well what happened before...this."

"I wasn't sleeping well. And Megan and Conner woke me up but I didn't want to be around them and their questions so I left. It was dark in the hallway and then it wasn't a hallway and I was between two buildings."

Robin looked at the wet girl through the side view mirror. Her purple eyes shone with irritation and tiredness, the rest of her face was stone, resting tense on her fist.

"Were you having a nightmare when M'gann and Conner woke you up?" Batman asked.

Robin saw her tense even more, which he was surprised at because it didn't seem possible. She stared blankly out of the window, unanswering.

"Did you have a panic attack?" asked Robin knowingly.

Sigrid could feel her throat closing up. She was falling again, but at the same time there was blood everywhere on the floor, not the stairs. There had been hardly any blood on the stairs in comparison. Only enough had pooled from her head to drip down and puddle on the step below. It was almost nothing.

"Sigrid!" Batman barked, and she jolted, realizing that she was shaking and that they were both staring at her in concern.

"What." she croaked, continuing to stare out the window.

Batman sighed.

"I think you need to talk to Black Canary."

"I don't want to."

"Why not?"

"It's not going to change anything. It'll just make it worse."

"Pushing it back and ignoring it is what will make it worse." Robin stated, and she swiveled her eyes to look at him through the mirror.

"How would you know?" she asked monotonously, not expecting a real answer. Batman clenched his jaw.

"I saw my family get murdered."

"Oh."

A few moments of silence dragged on like years through molasses before either of them spoke again.

"What happened to you?" he finally asked.

Sigrid chuckled darkly, and it made the hairs on the necks of both the people in the car stand on end.

"Depends on what occasion you're talking about."


	6. Chapter 6

"What do you mean by that?" Batman asked. They were getting close to the alley way.

"Hm?" Sigrid asked, again staring vacantly out of the window.

"You said that it depended on what occasion we were talking about."

"Mhm."

"Could you tell us about both occasions?"

"Do I have too?"

"If you're going to have that attitude about it, then yes." Batman replied. Sigrid sighed.

"On September 18th last year an _Anemoi Thuellai_ attacked my girlfriend and I while we were going to the art room for theater set building after school. When we ran to the stairwell it pushed us off the landing and to the level under. Laura died. All I got were bruises."

She paused, and the only sound was the engine.

"A little over a week ago I walked into my house to find my mom murdered in the livingroom. A northern cyclops tribe found us. They were annoyed when they got the watered down blood of Hekate instead of a proper demigod like they were looking for, and since there were six of them, she was killed."

"Did your father find them?" Batman asked.

"No. They were standing in the kitchen when I got home."

"Wait-" Robin spoke up, confused, "How did you get out?"

"I killed them."

"All six?!"

"It isn't particularly difficult when rage makes you turn into a mortal torch of hellfire." Sigrid muttered.

"We're here." Batman said, effectively putting an end to the strange conversation.

"Do you think you'll be alright?" The man asked before the duo parted for the batcave.

"I'll be fine." She said, and as she turned her back and walked to the corridor with her room in it, she heard the computer announce their departure. When she got to her doorway she dissolved the shadows to find Conner asleep, laying on the orange rug near her bed with his arms crossed, and M'gann was dozing on her bed with her arm hanging off near her boyfriend's cheek. Sigrid sighed and went to the other side of the bed, pulling the white curtains that usually stayed tied to the posts on the bed across so that if either of them woke up they wouldn't see her changing out of her wet clothes.

M'gann stirred at the sound of opening and closing drawers, and sat up.

"Sigrid?" she asked quietly.

"Stay there, I'm putting clothes on."

"Where did you go? You were gone for a little over 20 minutes."

"Where do Batman and Robin Patrol?" she asked, pulling a royal blue shirt over her head.

"Uh, Gotham, why?"

"Where's that?"

"New Jersey."

There was a pause.

"That's it you guys need to show me a damn map because I cannot for the life of me picture where any of this shit is." M'gann giggled at the girl's irritated outburst and the white sheets parted to show her to be in a v neck and shorts. Sigrid quickly braided her hair into a long damp rope behind her.

"So you went to Gotham?" M'gann asked, Conner sitting up as Sigrid sat cross legged on her bedsheet across from the Martian.

"I guess."

"How did you get there?"

"I don't know, shadow transport? Dad gave me a vague idea of powers I might develop as time goes on and I think that was one of them, so…" she shrugged.

"What happened when you were in Gotham?" Conner asked, curious.

"I climbed a bunch of buildings to see if I could find the outline of the mountain somewhere but that didn't work. Then I decided to go to the authority because they were a few streets away, and when I climbed a tree to the other side of the street I found Robin. Anyway, shouldn't the two of you be getting back to sleep? It's past one."

"You don't look like you're going back to bed," Conner commented.

"My sleep cycle is off. It's about seven in Germany right now."

"What will you do?"

Sigrid shrugged.

"Well, good to see you're back," M'gann said, "I have to study for finals today, so I am definitely going back to bed."

Conner nodded in agreement, and the two left Sigrid's room.

When the two were gone Sigrid rolled across her bed to the nightstand and opened the drawer to get her glasses.

"_It's nice to see lines"_ she decided, walking to her closet and pulling out the box she had been making for her mother for the past week. It was a hardwood, rectangular box with edges she had smoothed down. On the top, bordered by a frame of plain wood were carved interwoven vines of ivy. In the center was a pentacle. She had been debating on whether or not to put anything more on it for a couple of days, but in looking at it now, decided that Mirja would like it fine as it was. She would have to stain and seal the wood today.

She moved her chair to the end table with her smaller herbs and put the herbs on her desk before opening the window. Then she put a cloth on the table and plastic gloves on her hands, as well as an apron around her waist just to be safe. Before she started fully she put on her headphones to block out the unfamiliar sounds of the cave with what she had just started that morning, and then opened the can of wood conditioner.

"_The seller of lightning rods arrived just ahead of the storm."_ The CD read as she began to work, "_He came along the street of Green Town, Illinois, in the late cloudy October day, sneaking glances over his shoulder. Somewhere not so far back, vast lightnings stomped the earth. Somewhere, a storm like a great beast with terrible teeth could not be denied."_

**The text from the audiobook is the first paragraph from chapter one of ****_Something Wicked This Way Comes_**** by Ray Bradbury. Sorry this is so short, but I needed to get a new chapter out especially with where the last one left off, but I ended this with the tone I wanted too, so I guess it works just for that! I'll try to get a longer chapter next time. Happy Sunday!**


	7. Chapter 7

**I just wanted to thank AlphaPanther for the reviews and support and everyone who's following the story for being interested! Finally some plotline tracks are gonna be put down!**

"Sigrid, I'd like you to join training today," Black Canary told her before everyone had assembled after school. "You have a good understanding of hand-to-hand combat, but I think you would benefit from learning a few different styles."

The girl shrugged, but had changed into the appropriate clothing to join everyone by the time all of the teens had arrived. For several rounds she stood motionless, just watching, until:

"Sigrid and Robin, go!" Black Canary barked, and the two fourteen-year-olds walked into the circle.

It was almost an endurance fight, since Robin was holding back as usual. The two were evenly matched in height, and did an amazing job of skillfully dodging one another's attacks. The only reason Sigrid could tell her opponent wasn't showing his true skill was because he sped up so significantly when avoiding or blocking her counter attacks. When she managed to turn herself behind him Sigrid grabbed him by the shoulders and tried to bring him backwards so her left thigh would buckle his knees. Luckily for Robin he anticipated the move, and had already seen her do it when she was sparring with the dummy the day before. Before he could be pulled off balance he sprung into the air with such force that he broke free of her grip, and landed on his hands behind her before transitioning upright again. The sudden, unexpected movement was not supported by Sigrid's footing, and she couldn't correct it before falling.

The computer announced her defeat, and Robin held out his hand to help her up. She took with with a smirk and squeezed only slightly more than necessary before she was re-acquainted with the population of the standing.

"Maybe if you'd actually hit me these fights wouldn't just be ended by gravity," she said, side eyeing him before they walked off of the dueling ground to make way for Conner and Artemis. "But I guess there's no fun in a thirty second duel," she continued when he didn't respond.

"Sigrid," Black Canary said as the new sparring duo got into their proper stances, "Good job, but you need to stagger your feet more so a force like Robin's jump is less likely to topple you."

The girl nodded, and Black Canary signaled for Artemis and Conner to begin.

Training didn't last nearly as long as usual since the mentors were conscious of their kids' needs to study, so soon everyone that didn't live in the cave was home, and everyone that did live in the cave sat at their desks hard at work on study guides and flashcards.

Everyone except Sigrid, who had finished her school year in The Underworld as her father had arranged, not seeing it fit to send her back to pesteringly curious classmates and pity-gazed teachers. She had gotten enough of that after Laura had died.

So she stood in front of her dresser, contacts out, jewelry put back into it's assorted box sections, wearing a grey cotton t-shirt and running shorts like she always did when she was ready to go to bed.

But she didn't want to go to bed.

Instead she decided to do the only thing she had been procrastinating other than sleep.

She turned on her phone.

There wasn't a signal that mortal technology could get in The Underworld, so she had been keeping it off the whole time. Through the hastey legal processes Hades had gotten through surrounding the circumstances if his girlfriend's death, and the funeral ceremony arrangements. They didn't happen in the same place.

The normal one for all of the non-pagans who knew Mirja was held in Finland, where she was born and where her parents who wanted nothing to do with their daughter's way of life lived. How he had convinced them to drop the subject of Mirja not being buried, Sigrid wasn't sure she wanted to know. He could be as stubborn as his mistress at times. The Wiccan ceremony was held by the community of single practitioners who all got together for holidays; a group Mirja had joined in Germany. People from covens she had been part of from everywhere she traveled came, though only two from Finland knew the true identity of the man their long time friend had dated for 25 years. Even people who just knew her from town joined.

The ceremony was full of blessings and storytelling. Tales from secondary school to her adventurous escapades later in life filled the long gathering. People brought photographs in memory of her and filled the alter nearly to bursting with images from all points in her life. How Mirja had managed to keep in touch with all of these people almost baffled Sigrid, but that's just how her mother had been. The unforgettable crackle of a winter's bonfire was what Mirja was, and everyone her warmth reached gathered to celebrate her life.

Sigrid's phone booted up.

That was a lot of messages.

After reading through what her friends had sent her, which varied from concern at her unexplained absence to exclamations questioning why they had to find out about her mother's death from the local paper to them asking where the hell she was because they had gone to her house and she wasn't there, she decided to briefly explain as much as she could in a group chat.

_Sarry for deing unavallabile for os long I'va had my pbone turned off._

Kiarra replied almost instantly.

**HOLY SHIT IIDA IF YOU EVER DO THAT AGAIN I WILL RIDE MY BIKE T JUST TO YELL AT YOU.**

_plaese don't bo tbat._

**Are you okay?**

**Where are you anyway Matthieu and I went to your house and you were gone.**

**Are you with your grandparents or something?**

_I'n wifh my dad's femily._

_In America._

**America?**

**Is that why your never saw him? Because he lives in America?**

_Yez._

Is that why you're texting us so late because it is really really late girls why are you even up Kiarra it's almost Tuesday already. Matthieu messaged, finally joining in on the conversation.

**Well why are you up?**

Because you two keep making my phone buzz and it woke me up.

Because I go to bed at night.

Like a normal fucking person.

So II' what have you been up to aside from apparently moving to America and ignoring the fact that your phone exists?

Literally no one knows what happened aside from Mirja dying from that freak animal attack no one at school knew what to think and then you never came back.

_l raelg bont wanf to talk about thet right now uyo two._

_I just thoughf I'd tell yuo I was fine._

_I dom'f think I'll be able to visit thuogh._

_Sorry._

**What do you mean you won't be able to visit it's not like you can't pay for a plane ride here.**

_I heva to get used to heer first._

Why?

What's the point in that?

_Can you iust not question fings for once Matt? It's really compilcated._

**Then tell us.**

Yeah.

_All I wantad you to know was that I'm fine okay?_

_I've done that._

_Bye._

Wait

**Hold on a second**

Sigrid turned off her phone with a frustrated sigh.

She probably should have just left it off in the first place.

"Guess who totally didn't get anything wrong on the Chem final!" Wally yelled as he sped out of the Zeta tube and into the rec room, stopping just short of colliding with the kitchen counter. Sigrid stared at him, and hung her headphones around her neck.

"You are here early," she said, cleaning flour off of the surface he nearly hit.

"What's in the oven?"

"Rye bread."

"Bread?" Wally questioned, sniffing the air, "Smells like rosemary."

"There is rosemary in the bread."

"Huh. Do you bake a lot?"

"Sometimes."

"How old are you?" He asked after a pause, looking at her face with curiosity.

She stared at him for a moment.

"I'll be fifteen in July," she said, pulling a toothpick out of a cabinet and opening the oven with a gloved hand.

"Are you going to be a sophomore then?"

"I'll be in grade ten." When the toothpick came out with stuff on it she closed the oven and put the toothpick in the trash.

"Yeah. We call that Sophomore year."

"Why?" she asked with a frown, taking off the oven mitts and tossing them onto the counter.

"I don't really know, actually…" He grinned and ran a hand through his hair. "What were you listening too?" He asked, noting the black headphones around her neck.

"Something Wicked This Way Comes."

"Isn't that a book?"

"Mhm."

"Why not just read it?" Before he could vocalize his remembrance of the fact that english wasn't even her first language she spoke up and said something he hadn't expected.

"Wally I'm dyslexic, I can't even ready my own language." She said it like it was an inside joke she had with herself.

"Oh, sorry, I-"

"It's fine."

"Do you like it? The book?"

"Yeah. It's unsettling, but I like the relationships in it."

"How so?"

"The two boys are really good friends, and the things going on are helping them work through their problems and talk about things. Will's also finally talking to his father, which is nice."

"Cool."

_Recognised, Batman, 02. Recognised, Robin, B01._

"What do you mean I can't come with you?!" the boy wonder yelled at his mentor, who was holding the dufflebag Wally recognised as meaning his friend would be sleeping at the cave.

"I already told you Robin, it's too dangerous with them all running around," the man replied cooly.

"Which is precisely why I should be with you! It isn't safe for you to be alone!"

"You are staying here until further notice and that is _final_." With that he tossed the bag to his ward and was gone through the zeta beam. Robin let out a cry of frustration and pressed the palms of his hands into his eyes.

"Did something happen in Gotham?" Wally asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Just _something_ would be a hell of an understatement," his friend growled, "Probably the worst Arkham breakout in the history of Gotham happened while I was in school in _broad daylight_ and literally _everyone_ is gone!"

"How'd that happen?!"

"Somehow someone managed to blow up all of the western walls, destroy the doors to all the cells in the building and kill every worker present in the span of half an hour."

"Holy shit." Wally exclaimed in a half whisper.

"And according to Batman the security footage was fried so there's no way to watch what happened. And he won't let me help him track them all down because he's scared I'll get hurt like he isn't going to get hurt if he goes alone!" He flopped down on the couch in an unintentionally dramatic way.

"He's only concerned for your safety Robin." Sigrid said, trying to console him.

"Yeah well I'm concerned for his." he shot back, irritated.

"Make him check in with you every hour," she reasoned. He sat up.

"That is a great idea." Robin quickly activated his wrist computer and contacted his mentor.

"I thought I told you that was the end of the discussion," everyone heard Batman growl.

"If you don't check in with me every hour I am going to assume something is wrong and come find you understood?"

"Robin you are going to stay at the c-"

"I guess that's a yes." Robin said, ending the call.

"You do realize that I'm obligated as your best friend to keep you safe and thus _in_ the cave no matter what happens, right?" Wally commented, "Bats'll have my head on a damn pike if I help you get out of this place."

"I'm not sure he'll be needing you if something happens." Sigrid stated, and when she and Robin made eye contact she smirked. Robin, getting the message immediately broke into a wide grin.

"I'm going to pretend I _didn't_ just catch you two silently scheming," Wally noted, walking away from the two of them with an apple from the fruit bowl in his hand.

"That's probably the safest thing for you to do." Robin admitted.


End file.
